ai6         THE BAGHDAD AIR MAIL

outlines were clear cut though faint. In three hours we
reached Rafa, and were climbing well. Up, up we
toiled towards the broken hills, with the mountain of
salt on our right that, by legend, is Lot's wife. Then
the Dead Sea sprang out of its deep gorge, reflecting
the morning sunlight, and I saw the highest point on
the hills beyond over which we must pass. It always
seems to take a long, long time to get over the rugged
parts; they look so fierce and inhospitable. Then
over the Wadi Seil el Mojeb once more, on to the
rolling plain, the engines eased now with the lightened
load, sliding gradually downhill. Once or twice I
looked round and could not see Cock for some time,
until I had turned and viewed all the sky. Then would
I see the D.H.ga in some quite unexpected place.
We circled round Ziza while Searle got off the message
announcing our arrival and wound in. Then we glided
down, landing up towards the smoke candle. We found
one of the Amman Bristols there.

Attempt to get off Ziza. What a great deal is summed
up in those five words; what excitement, what fear,
what concentration of effort, what ultimate relief!
When we had both filled up, I decided to push on,
along the track. I thought we should have a good deal
of difficulty getting off, but did not bargain for what
actually fell out. I also wanted to show Stent what
it was like getting off a high aerodrome with a heavy
load in high summer. It was, for Ziza, hot; about
90 degrees.

I taxied circumspectly right down to the bottom of
the hill, past Cock, who only went a little way. He
then got off, leaving a trail of silver dust, I turned
"Valkyrie" round, tested the controls, looked at Stent,